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from the editor

Let loose in the world
Pat Fitzpatrick CSSp

E

aster came late this year — one day ahead of its “best
before”. Better late than never, it stretches out towards
Pentecost, before coiling its way through Ordinary Time.
What a difference a weekend can make!
We find his followers huddled behind closed doors, afraid to
come out, afraid of the authorities, in fear for their own lives.
It had all come crashing down the week before — the high
hopes, the close friendships — above all, the great expectations.
Nothing buries you deeper than a dream that has been shattered. Jesus wasn’t the only one whose life came to an end that
Friday. And the news from the tomb was gloom and doom —
all that remained were some burial cloths. There was no body.

Where’s he gone?
“They’ve taken the Lord out of the tomb and we don’t know
where they’ve put him,” said Mary of Magdala.
Easter took place when everything seemed lost: shattered
dreams, a loved one gone, not believed by their friends, a profound sense of having lost their way, a defeatist attitude: “life
has passed us by”.
We don’t know where they’ve put the Jesus we grew up with.
Where’s he gone? Their familiar Jesus had been put to death.
Maybe we can see ourselves in them: an empty tomb, burial
cloths, a missing body. Burial is so final. The one we knew and
loved is gone and lost forever.
Or is he? Those same telltale things could also mean the
one they had killed did not stay dead. The one they had crucified and buried had somehow or other escaped the tomb, leaving behind his burial cloths and former way of life. And if the
dead one does not stay dead nothing is as it was.
In the drama, The Trial of Jesus, by John Masefield,
Longinus, the Roman centurion, reports to Pilate:
“Centurion, were you at the killing of that man?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Tell me about his death.”

“We saw a fine young fellow, sir; not past middle age. And
he was all alone. And when we had done with him, he was a
poor broken-down thing, dead on the cross.”
Pilate’s wife, Procula, sends for Longinus to hear about Jesus’
death. After hearing him speak of the empty tomb, she asks:
“Do you think he’s dead?”
“No, lady, I don’t.”
“Then where is he?”
“Let loose in the world, lady …”
The story doesn’t end on Good Friday. Locked rooms are
no barrier to his coming. Two of them meet him as they walk
away from Jerusalem. Back home in Galilee an early morning
return from a fruitless all-night fishing turns into a BBQ
breakfast which he has prepared for them.
Most readers of our magazine are in Canada, some few in the
U.S., Europe and across Africa.
A life-time from now our Spiritan centre will be Africa,
maybe Asia. Not just the source of Spiritan life, but the source
of Christian life itself. It will take on a different emphasis.
It will embody new and different ways of thought, new and
different priorities, fresh cultures.
“Like Mary Magdalene we too want to hold on to him, but
we must let him rise from the dead. We must let him go to the
Father so that he can send out his Spirit on all humankind,
not just on us.” Vincent Donovan CSSp.
The Risen One, let loose in the world, will touch down on
earth. Of that we can be sure. Something of the excitement of
the early church is already coursing through the veins of
people in the Philippines, Taiwan and Vietnam. From there
many yet unborn will renew the face of the earth. n
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Vietnam Taiwan P
India

Think Spiritan missions and you think Africa … perhaps South America
if you know some more of the Spiritan story. Canadian readers might add
Papua New Guinea. Then of course there’s Pakistan — and Mauritius in
the Indian Ocean. That’s about it.
Wait a moment — how about the Far East? How about Taiwan, Vietnam
and the Philippines? The Spiritans are there too? Yes they are.

Vietnam

Spiritans bring sense of
wider church
Pat Palmer CSSp

V

ietnam is the most recent Spiritan mission in our move
towards new challenges.
.
Asia is home to the majority of the world’s population. Here all the great world religions originated, but it is the
continent with the smallest percentage of Christians. In the
1970s Spiritans began working in Pakistan and Papua New
Guinea. We opened new missions in the Philippines (1987),
Taiwan (1997) and Vietnam (2007).
Between 2002 and 2006 Spiritan Brian Fulton (England)
single-handedly worked very hard to learn Vietnamese as he
spent time with the children of lepers and orphans in Saigon.
After his tragic death, when he collapsed from a heart attack
while out jogging, the Taiwan Spiritans resolved to start a community in Saigon. Currently there are three of us in Vietnam
Trinh Le (US West), Frederic Rossignol (Belgium) and, as the
third member of the group, I represent the Irish Province.

Missionary beginnings
The first European missionaries came to Vietnam in the 16th
century and, despite the suspicion and hostility of the authori4
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ties, sowed the seeds of today’s vibrant church. Vietnam itself
is a developing country with a very young population. It has
left behind it the years of struggle involving China, France and
the USA. For most people, that war is not even a memory. The
only signs of it are in museums and TV documentaries.
Vietnam has a population of over eighty million, the bulk of
whom lives either in the Red River Delta in the north or the
Mekong River Delta in the south. Much of the country is
mountains and forests, where up to fifty aboriginal tribes live.

Ho Chi Minh City
Ho Chi Minh City, formerly known as Saigon, where the Spiritan community is based, is a bustling, crowded, noisy city of
eight million people. The first thing that strikes a visitor are
the rivers of motorbikes on the roads: it is the only way to get
around. Taxis and cars are fine but they get caught in the
traffic. So a visitor’s first lesson is how to cross the road. Forget pedestrian crossings. You launch yourself into the traffic,
weaving around it, making the sudden movement — and
trusting that it will weave itself around you.

hilippines
China

Taiwan

Vietnam
Philippines

Religion
Most people in Vietnam would describe themselves as either
Buddhists or no religion. As in the West, religion is mainly a
factor of birth, marriage and death. Catholics number about
7% of the population, but judging from the number of
churches and the crowds they attract, a visitor would think it
was higher. In recent years the Church has embarked on a
campaign of church building to cater for the increasing numbers. There is freedom of worship, seminaries operate openly
and are full. Long-established religious groups operate openly.
However, new religious orders, like our own, find it very difficult to get official recognition.
We cannot have our own parish nor can we set up a formation house for new Spiritans. But in a society like this, much
can be done indirectly. The unwritten rules can often be as
important as the written ones.

Spiritans in Vietnam

Photo by Jean-Pascal Lombart CSSp

Another thing that strikes a visitor is the number of places
to eat, from small kiosks by the side of the road to large
restaurants. The Vietnamese take their food seriously: breakfast, lunch and dinner are not to be skipped without very good
reason. They boast that their food is always fresh, that they
have retained the best of the French and Chinese traditions
and combined them with their own. Because of their rich
farmlands and two thousand miles of coastline, this boast is
not an exaggeration.

The Spiritan community in Vietnam is small. Fr Frederic
Rossignol is a young priest from Belgium ordained in 2006
and now on his first missionary appointment. Fr Anton
Trinh Le, from Vietnam, left for the USA in 1994. He joined
the Spiritans there, was ordained in 2007 and was then
assigned to work back in his own country. I represent the Irish
Province.
The three of us who arrived in 2007 have since been joined
by another Vietnamese Spiritan. Both Vietnamese priests
escaped from Vietnam as young people and went to the
United States where they joined the Congregation. Now they
have come back to work in their own country as Spiritans.

The rivers of motorbikes on the roads of Ho Chi Minh City.
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Being missionary where no missionary work is actually
allowed gives us a certain freedom. We are not restricted by
already existing institutions or the expectations of people.
Instead we can move around, prudently, and become involved
in works where there is a real need.
One of these works is in orphanages, which are a big factor
in society here. Poverty and social taboos contribute to the
large number of children in orphanages. They are run by the
government, the Church, private individuals and groups and a
few by the Buddhists. Some cater exclusively for seriously
handicapped children and are mostly run by religious Sisters.

The unwritten rules can often be
as important as the written ones.

Culture
Having worked in Africa and Ireland, coming to Vietnam was
a major change for me. While it is true to say that people are
the same everywhere, it is also true that people present themselves differently in different cultures. As missionaries we have
to have patience and realize that to understand such an
ancient culture as this will take a long time.
Learning about the culture involves learning the language.
That is one of the first tasks facing two of us. We have also
taken on part-time ministries in a parish and as chaplains. We
do not have our own parish and it may be a long time before
we can get one. We also try to help out in various charitable
programmes where there really is a great need.
The religious orders in Vietnam are very involved in charitable works partly because they cannot open schools or hospitals.

Instead they have centres for the care of orphans, handicapped
children and victims of AIDS. These centres are well run and
receive great support from the local population. This comes in
the form of money and goods, but also in people who visit the
children and care for them. We do not have our own centres,
but help out through visits and financial support.

Establishing a Spiritan foundation
Our main work is to establish a foundation of the Congregation here. Vietnam is rich in vocations to the priesthood and
to religious life. Seminaries have more applicants than they
can accept. Convents have no trouble attracting young women
to their ranks.
In the West we are no longer accustomed to full Churches
but here it is quite a sight to see Churches full on Sundays with
the overflow standing on the street outside “getting Mass”.
Our community is also involved in ministry to the expatriate community of the city, to English and French-speaking
groups. But it is not just a matter of using Vietnam as a source
for vocations. The church in Vietnam is very strong, but it
needs to become more aware of its missionary dimension
and responsibilities. Because of its history it has had to look
inwards, but now the wider Church needs its strengths. Missionary orders like the Spiritans can bring a greater sense of
the worldwide church and that has to be part of our mission.
To that end we have started a vocation program with
twelve young men joining this year. They are all in their 20s
and 30s and all have third level qualifications. It is early days
for the Spiritan community and for the Spiritan foundation in
Vietnam, but we believe that just as the Irish Province started
from small beginnings in 1859 to go on to become a source of
great missionary endeavour, so too future Vietnamese Spiritan
missionaries will grow in the spirit of the Congregation and be
part of the missionary outreach of the Vietnamese Church. n

Taiwan

Getting something started
Jean-Pascal Lombart CSSp

L

ook at Spiritan maps and you’ll find the Far East firmly
in place. We are getting something started there in
Taiwan. Since the late 1990s a Spiritan presence is
slowly emerging on the ground.
Our Taiwan group is not very numerous — only nine
in number. Three short of the number Jesus started with.
When we began in 1997 there were four of us: Sean O’Leary
(Ireland), James Sandy (Sierra Leone), Jean Paul Hoch and
6
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myself (France). Sean got involved in prison ministry, James
worked with migrants, I was asked to go into campus ministry
and Jean Paul (the ever-reliable wise man) took on parish ministry. But we lost him when he was elected Superior General
of the Spiritans in 2004. I’m currently the group leader for
Taiwan.
When newcomers arrive I tell the bishop we have a plan in
place for them: these are our priorities. We then ask the new-

Jean-Pascal Lombart CSSp and Taiwanese University students visit Spiritan works in Tanzania.

comers to buy into what’s going on. This gives them a sense of
being where they’re wanted and meant to be. Thus they’re more
likely to put up with the inevitable challenges ahead of them.
Other Spiritans too are attracted to such overall plans. “That’s
where we want to be,” they have told me. “You know what
you’re doing. We believe you’ll listen to us and hear us out.”
We started as a small community living in the house of a
local Catholic. But before long many people came and asked

New ventures become life-giving —
new people, new projects, new hopes.

to join us. One of the things that attracted them was our spirituality of the Holy Spirit. From among those who applied we
selected three.
Realizing that our understanding of what was going on was
somewhat superficial, we asked a young local woman, who
had just finished university, to help us. She suggested creative
new ideas in our approach to the people.
My mission in the local Taiwanese church was to be
supportive of the lay people. They were the real missionaries.
I encouraged the other Spiritans to see themselves in a similar
role, and to develop a network of relationships with other
religious congregations and different dioceses.
From the beginning we believed it was important that the
local church sponsor us and invite us to come among them. In
Taiwan no missionary can become a resident — the most that
can be expected is that we each get a one-year visa. Working

within the rules and regulations avoids putting the local
people or authorities in a compromised position.
A good community life accompanies this planned approach.
Despite being so multicultural (we now come from Ghana,
Nigeria, Portugal, France, and two Vietnamese from the U.S.)
our togetherness helps the younger Spiritans to become
inserted into our ministry and milieu.
For the first two years newcomers cannot do much except
learn Chinese. This gives them time to know the cultural set
up, the life of the church and their own expectations. They
become more realistic. They find out what they can contribute. New ventures become life-giving — new people, new
projects, new hopes.
At the moment we are all in one city — two of us are parish
priests. Another Spiritan is an associate to a Taiwanese pastor.
Apart from parishes we also work in campus ministry, prison
chaplaincy, accompanying immigrants, preparing couples for
marriage, forming catechists and taking part in inter-religious
dialogue. We believe in collaboration — among ourselves,
with our parishioners and with those of other religions.

Christianity and church in Taiwan
The Dominicans arrived in Taiwan from the Philippines 150
years ago. They really built up Christianity in the south of the
country. As a result we have several generations of very committed Catholics — whole villages and many families.
A second missionary wave came ashore in the 1950s when
the Communists expelled Christian missionaries from China.
Many of them were young, full of zeal and very resourceful.
Taiwan was very poor then — many were hungry and had
very little clothing. The foreign missionaries were told to look
after approximately 50,000 Catholics. Currently there are
Spiritan / Spring 2011
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7 dioceses in Taiwan with a total of 85 parishes. There is an
emphasis on building big churches as more and more rural
people migrate to the cities for employment. Schooling has
become more and more important. But in general we are an
aging church with less and less lay participation.
We comprise only 1% of the population and number only
60-200 at Sunday Masses. Despite being an already established church, we engage mainly in first-stage missionary work
in a country whose lifestyle is very similar to that in Canada.

The Canadian VICS mentality and outlook that we found
there went hand in hand with our experience. We also saw
this venture as an opportunity to build a foundation for
a future Spiritan service to the church in Taiwan, and to
connect that church to the larger worldwide church.
An eventual decision to go into China is perhaps 3-5 years
down the road. We can get a three-month visitor’s visa
to enter China from Taiwan. Meanwhile a Hong KongMacow-Taiwan joint effort is possible. This involves learning
Cantonese, the language common to all three places.

Popular religious practices
The Taiwanese have a great devotion to the Buddha in addition to their other divinities and popular religious practices.
Respect for ancestors is the strongest element in their popular
form of Taoism. These ancestors and their own children have
a great influence in their lives: “I will need both my ancestors

“It is up to the living to make sure that
all will be well with the dead.”

and my children to provide for my needs in the next world so
as to prevent me from becoming a wandering soul. It is in my
interest to make sure that my soul goes to its resting place. My
elaborate ceremonies now will shorten the time between my
dying and my resting. It is up to the living to make sure that all
will be well with the dead.”
The spiritual and everyday life are very much connected.
Many currently venerated divinities are people, now dead, who
continue to provide for others. People look forward to seeing
the former imperial administration reproduced in the next
world, e.g. guardians for villages, agriculture and housing.
Dialogue with traditional Taiwanese people involves such
questions as, “How do I become a Christian and still share the
grief, the wellbeing and the solidarity of my family past and
present? How do I express my belief in the resurrection?” Such
dialogue enables us to understand each other’s religion, to talk
about it, to reinforce each other and to share common projects.

Taiwan students in Tanzania
The high point of my early years was certainly when I took
thirteen Taiwanese University students to Tanzania to teach in
Bagamoyo primary and secondary schools and to visit Spiritan
works. I had spent a few years there on my Overseas Training
Programme, so the idea of connecting people from Taiwan
and Tanzania became an exciting venture. We traveled to
Bagamoyo, Arusha and Maasailand, met the people there, and
took part in some of their projects. The Tanzanian Spiritans
and people welcomed us warmly.
The young Taiwanese came back with a different outlook,
not only on Africa, but also on their own lifestyle and values.
8
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Campus ministry
I started campus ministry in 2000 by inviting a Sister to form
a campus ministry team. This approach was somewhat new,
but we pulled ideas together regarding activities, retreats and
how to work as a pastoral team. It can be very frustrating —
only a small number of Catholics get involved: if I get 20-25
interested, that is wonderful. Each week we meet and eat a
meal together in one of the student residences. We call on
other outside resources to organize a Christmas concert. We
promote a night of prayer where they can connect with their
own generation and other invited students.
Our formation involves taking the students beyond the
catechism into adult faith issues. Many students want to further their understanding and handing on of their faith. We
promote formation camps where they learn to become leaders.
Teamwork is very important for young adults.
There is a good core of African Spiritans in Taiwan now.
We share community life and finances. When people see that
what we have is shared by all, they sense that justice is at work
among us. We strongly believe that we need to keep up our
connections with local churches and also with Taoists and
Buddhists.
We live in a religious atmosphere where people believe in
the existence and influential presence of gods in daily life. But
how do we bring the different religious communities into
dialogue with one another? Much remains to be done. n

An outsider’s viewpoint of the Spiritans
You will not easily change the direction you decide to go.
You will keep doing the same job for a long time until you
get results. When people move from one place to the
other the mission will be carried on by others… You treat
each other politely and respectfully. The people in your
group work together, support and encourage each other.
… Although there are cultural gaps between the original countries you came from and Taiwan, you are flexible
and adaptable. I feel you respect the local people and our
culture from the heart. I don’t feel you are arrogant in
your thinking, though it is not totally absent!
— Moses Tang, local businessman

Philippines

New house, new language,
new way of life
Dennis Casanes CSSp, Aying Gavino CSSp, Alfre Liwagon CSSp
Photo by Jean-Pascal Lombart CSSp

M

etro Manila is a huge city and is much more diverse
and complicated than the place we come from —
Mindanao. Though our house (Spiritan House of
Studies) is very quiet, cool and comfortable, Metro Manila is
generally crowded, noisy and polluted. But, since this is where
God has put us now, even if it is more challenging than being
in Mindanao, we have to adapt and get used to this place.
There is so much that we did not know about Manila.
When he took the train for the first time, Emboy was scared
and sweating inside. The condensed population, the tall buildings, the six lane highways, some flyovers and underground
highways — we were foreigners in our own country. It was
good to have someone older than us in the place, showing us
around and introducing us to some places and friends.
Language is also one of the challenges we had to face. We
were all born and raised in Mindanao; we speak Cebuano eloquently. Not one of us speaks Tagalog at home. When we were
in elementary and high school we sometimes used it in our
Tagalog Course, but after that we only heard it on TV. Now
Tagalog is a must, it is our language of friendship and it is more
helpful especially if we want to be understood in our apostolate, when riding the jeepneys, buying in the market, and the
like. Many times we have been embarrassed because of our
hard Cebuano accent when we speak Tagalog. Local people
sometimes tease us. We also notice that what Tagalog people
consider funny usually for us Cebuanos does not make sense.

Dan Sormani CSSp with two seminarians.

Loyola School of Theology, where we study, is more international. Students in this school are from all over the world.
In one way or another, experiences in living with different
nationalities help us enrich ourselves through sharing with
people from other countries and cultures.

Community life
Spiritan House of Studies
This house is a perfect design if we are to aim for internationality. In terms of academic affairs, there are many international
schools nearby. Most, if not all, are within easy access and conducive for learning. So far we have welcomed confreres from
Vietnam and Taiwan who studied English and they all have a
great time and find the ambience perfect for studies. In the
future we hope to welcome many confreres here.
Every now and then we invite our classmates, friends and
other religious for group study, to play table tennis, sometimes
to watch TV and enjoy everyone’s company in friendship and
camaraderie. Having good relationships with other young
religious, we believe, is healthy and can strengthen our life as
religious.

Like all Spiritans in the world, we live out our calling in a
community, an essential element in our way of life as young
religious. In the Spiritan House of Studies, Manila, we not
only live as a community but also as a true family. Even
though we are so busy at school, we do not forget to value
community life. Each one of us in the community has the
responsibility of taking care of various things around the
house. Like any poor family, we do not have house helpers.
We help each other in running and keeping the house clean.
By ourselves, we do the dishes, sweep and mop the floor, pay
bills and cultivate and beautify our garden and the like. We create a home that is clean and orderly, a home that is livable and
comfortable. It is always a compliment when our classmates
remark that they like to visit and hang out with us in our house
Spiritan / Spring 2011
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because it is very homey and welcoming. During breakfast we
talk over our plans for the week and discuss if there are necessary things to do for the community.
We take turns going to the market. We learn how to
budget, how to choose food that is fresh, nutritious, delicious
yet affordable. We believe that a religious who takes the vow
of poverty should know how much a kilo of rice costs; and
should be able to notice that a dozen eggs in one store is 50
cents cheaper than in the other store. The person who goes to
the market is also the cook for the week. It is his opportunity
to render a concrete service to the community. It is also an
indirect way of expressing to the community what his favorite
foods are.

Every Thursday is our community night. We bond through
playing games, doing community projects, helping with somebody’s homework, taking a walk or going to McDonalds for
25peso ice cream sundaes.
In the Spiritan House of Studies we are formed how to be
responsible adults. We do not just do what we are told to do
… we take initiative. We are trained to develop our giftedness
and potentials so that all dimensions of life are well tapped
and balanced.
In our community, being a priest or a brother is less important than being a true religious family where one is concerned
for everyone’s welfare. Thanks to our Director Fr. Dan, our
older brother.

Adventures in Manila
Dan Sormani CSSp
I’ll be the first to admit that all of us here in the Spiritan House of Studies, Manila, have that sort
of bachelor approach to housekeeping — basically clean, but not fanatics about it. So you can imagine
my surprise when I opened one of the kitchen cupboards and found what looked like sand all over the place!
“How did we get muddy sand in the cupboard?” I wondered aloud as I called for the guys to join me. Then, in the midst of all that
muddy sand, I saw what looked like pieces of rice running back and forth… termites!! We had been invaded by termites! As we
opened cupboard after cupboard, we found they had moved into a number of shelves and were obviously enjoying themselves
immensely. So I grabbed the phone and call the termite-folks. Believe me, everyone here in Metro Manila has them on speed-dial!
Termites are part of daily life and people just take them in stride. The next morning witnessed the massacre of the visiting termites,
but we had no time to mourn, being too busy cleaning up their mess. I was exhausted since I hadn’t slept well the night before,
wondering if our newly acquired house was going to collapse around us, having been an all-you-can-eat buffet for the local pests. But
thank God, after massive spraying, poking and inspecting, we were declared termite-free, complete with a year’s warranty! But every
day I find myself checking the cupboards, just in case… oh me of little faith!
As if that little adventure into nature wasn’t enough, a few days later I got a
text message from Dennis while at still at school. “Dre, we’ve just killed two big
snakes in the house… I hope they’re not all over the place.” I didn’t know if I
should rush home or just make a reservation at the Hilton Hotel. In fact, they
weren’t IN the house, but right outside: two big, long non-poisonous garden
snakes. I guess the violent rains had disturbed their homes. Or maybe they
were coming to visit the termites? Who knows? Later when I was on the phone
telling a friend about our snakes, I saw the hugest hornet ever fly into the
room. Making plenty of room for this 747-like creature, I was horrified to see
it fly into a clump of mud stuck on the bottom of the jalousie windows!!
(Well, I told you our housekeeping isn’t always what it could be!!). It was
building it’s home in our home… but there just isn’t enough room for all of
us, so summoning up our courage, we knocked the nest, sprayed it wildly
with Raid, stomped on it like enraged flamenco dancers from Seville.
What a zoo!! And I thought that moving to the big city we’d lose touch
with nature!! It’s been like living on the Discovery Channel this last
month!! While the Filipinos all tsk-ed and commiserated with our
dilemma of finding the snakes, all our Chinese friends immediately
congratulated us and told us how very delicious snake soup is!!
Still, I’d rather be the one eating the snake than vice-versa!!

10
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Prayer life
For us, spiritual life is our core, the center and most essential
part of our life as religious. It is the spring from which we draw
strength to unreservedly respond to our Spiritan calling, to be
completely available before God and before others. In a concrete way, we develop our spiritual life through daily Eucharist,
morning and evening prayer, and rosary. During the Eucharist
we take turns sharing reflections after the Gospel. Each of us
has our own spiritual director and confessor. Once a month we
have one day of silent recollection. Every time the Spiritans
celebrate a special feast like that of the founders we also take
time to make the celebration meaningful.

Academic life
We study at Loyola School of Theology, a Jesuit and Filipino
institution and community of learning, dedicated to formative
theological education and research within the Catholic tradition. At school we are enriched by excellent professors who
teach every subject matter with mastery. Our Professors are
both Filipinos and foreigners. Each class is a mixture of religious men and women, diocesan seminarians and priests from
all over the globe. The ambiance inside the classroom is very
interesting and enriching. We don’t always agree with each
other. We differ in our point of view depending on our
cultural background.
The three of us had difficulty adjusting our mind to the academic world, at least in the beginning. After a few years of not
being involved seriously in academic training, our first semester was like a rehabilitation process. Academics at Loyola
School of Theology have a very high standard and we need to
study really well. Some of us spend at least four to five hours a
day, just reading and understanding the subject matter and
trying to figure how to apply it pastorally.
Because we believe this is where God is calling us now, we
have to strive hard, not only to do justice to the tuition fee, but
also to grow in wisdom and understanding, and be learned
Spiritan religious. Eventually learning becomes enjoyable

Pastoral life
One of our commitments as Spiritan religious is to those
oppressed and most disadvantaged as a group or an individual; we are called to be defenders of the weak and the little
ones. We live out this commitment through our apostolate in
Guannela’s Center, a home that takes care of our brothers
who are challenged physically and mentally. We stay there
overnight Saturday afternoon through Sunday. Every first
weekend of the month is Dennis’ turn to assist in the center.
Emboy goes every second week and Aying every third week.
Every last weekend of the month the three of us go together.
We go to take care of the people there who range in age from
9 to 50 years old, to bathe them, feed them, pray with them
and bring them to church for Mass. We find this apostolate
very interesting and challenging, and so we continue doing it.

One of us said that in this apostolate also he realized what
it means to experience the essence of being with the poor and
the most abandoned: “For me personally, to be with these
people is not so easy. I have to go down to their level so that I
can sympathize with them. When I go there, I forget my image
of who I am because I know they don’t bother about it. All
they need is our care and love. That’s all.” So far our experiences have been very challenging but definitely enriching.

We are juniors!
There are so many Congregations in Manila. In Loyola School
of Theology itself there are almost a hundred. We always find
it interesting and enriching to get to know “juniors” from
other congregations. We are also active in a group called
Juniors–Seminarians Forum (JSF). It is a gathering of all the
temporary professed religious and seminarians, men and
women, all over Metro Manila, and those from the provinces
are also welcomed. As of this year, one of us Spiritans works
as part of the core group.

It is always a compliment when our
classmates remark that they like to
visit and hang out with us in our house.

The last time we had our gathering, there were about seven
hundred from more than a hundred congregations. It was very
meaningful for many of us. One of us said, “I can’t imagine
how God calls each one of us. The moment I mingled with
them, I said to myself, ‘Wow, Lord, this is great. I can feel that
we are not alone in the journey of religious life.’ My faith was
awakened as I saw the number of religious flocking together in
joy. I deeply realized how mysterious the call of God is.”
Another one said, “Personally such activities help me clarify
God’s call. The more I get to know other congregations, their
spirituality and charism, the more also I appreciate, love and
embrace my own.”
We gather. We share our charism and spirituality. We share
our joys, struggles and doubts as young religious, we encourage
one another and we get involved in social concerns, build community and work as a team. We also listen to our elders by
inviting speakers whom we believe can guide us in our journey.
As we continue our journey day by day, we are very
humbled to take our place in Spiritan history as the first
Filipino Spiritans, doing our little part in the building of a new
foundation and even a new program here in Manila. None of
us can say “This is how it’s always been done”, so we listen to
the Holy Spirit and our brothers and sisters in the Spiritan
community … and we hear the voice of God. n
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Haiti

“There you see,
we had no one and now they
Dr. Mark Azzopardi
Neil McNeil graduate, 1981

S

ister Patrice introduced us to Sister Anne: she looked
after the poor around Milot in northern Haiti. The
nuns were certain that in the town’s time of need God
had provided.
We had flown in that morning to provide medical relief to
the local hospital. My brother Peter, a paediatrician, his
daughter Keira, my daughter Erin and I (a family physician in
rural Ontario) had almost cancelled our journey for fear of
violence. Cholera had spread northward from the capital Portau-Prince and a near riot had broken out in front of Hôpital
Sacré Coeur in Milot. The hospital directors had assumed we
were not coming. Why we went made no sense then and it
never will because it is a terrible thing to be the agent of God’s
Providence. At very least it demanded acceptance that a plan
existed and I was part of it — and if that was the case, why
did I feel unsure?
Before leaving we were told that the hospital had treated a
few cases of cholera exported from Port-au-Prince, but when
we arrived we realized that Milot was at the peak of its own
epidemic. How cholera came to Milot was not in doubt as we
walked from our residence down to the hospital, passing open
sewers with no public water supply, amongst the poorest
people in the Western hemisphere. We turned away from
the hospital and into the school that was now the cholera
treatment centre.
Peter and I decided that a welcome tour was pointless.
We should start work immediately.
12

Spring 2011 / Spiritan

Classrooms became mass treatment wards
We passed through the guarded entrance and walked down an
orange meshed-plastic gauntlet leading to a hastily erected
tarp. In it we splashed Clorox cut with water on our hands
and poured some on our rubber boots. The smell of bleach
followed us into the courtyard in front of the cinderblock
school where family and friends gathered. Behind the school
we learned later was the mass grave.
The hospital staff had converted classrooms into mass
treatment wards. The first, Salle A, was for children’s cases
and into it Peter disappeared with Keira. Erin and I went to
Salle C leaving Salle B to local medical staff. Each room had a
desk and a few chairs, boxes of IV solution and IV supplies,
and cholera cots. Numbers taped to the wall identified each
cot. Each Salle treated 20-30 victims.
A cholera cot has a large hole cut in the canvas towards one
end. This allows the patient to sit up if possible, remain lying if
not, and discharge litre upon litre of green liquid stool into
open buckets. On the floor at the head of the cot is a basin for
vomit. Those who came early in the disease had strength to
use the basin; if they became too weak from diarrhoea they
just rolled over in bed and puked. The cots were numbered.
Beside each number, hanging on a nail, was Ringers Lactate
IV solution.
It’s the diarrhoea that kills — an impossibly prolonged
stream that sounds like a tap filling the kitchen sink. A patient
may become swiftly dehydrated and, without treatment,

are here…”

become unconscious and die. The treatment is to pour as
much IV solution as possible into people to rehydrate them
while the disease works through their body. Often, a single IV
isn’t enough and two are started routinely. We carried intravenous calcium and potassium ampoules, scissors and a flashlight in our man-purses and stethoscopes around our necks.

Photo by Paul Jeffrey, ACT

Down to work
Haitians speak Creole and French. We had interpreters, but
we quickly learned the phrases we’d need to assess and treat
victims. My scribbled notes were written in English, which the
nurses neither spoke nor read, so doctor’s orders had to be in
a kind of scientific abbreviation.
There was no triage. The stricken showed up and were
brought in to a Salle in a wheelchair if they couldn’t walk. IVs
were started, antibiotics were administered to hasten recovery,
and after the diarrhoea had stabilized, victims were discharged. There were no blood pressures taken or any other
vital sign recorded other than a pulse; there were no BP cuffs.
My stethoscope was my only technology.
First we tried to take stock, but it was pointless as the
patients kept coming. We learned to admit, treat and discharge all at once. After a few minutes it was as if we’d been
there for hours, then after hours, days.
Beyond practicing medicine far below any standard I had
been taught, the hardest part was learning trust. It wasn’t
easy. Night staff fell asleep and in the morning all IVs were

empty. No amount of pleading would change that. Orders
were not followed; it wasn’t until the second day I learned that
in Haiti IV rates were to be stated in drops per minute: an
archaic and seemingly useless method when people were dying
of dehydration, but orders would not be followed unless they
were put in those terms.
I had to learn to treat cholera their way. We treated by
guess work: if a victim’s belly became swollen and filled with
gas, I administered potassium directly into an IV bag and ran
it in drops per minute. This is lethal unless done correctly, but
God provided and no one died this way. In North America
these patients would be sick enough for the ICU. For severe
muscle cramps I gave calcium in the other IV line. There was
no point ordering blood tests; the results would take a day to
come back, if at all.

I lost a patient a day
Periodically we returned to our residence to rest and eat
before going back.
I lost a patient a day. A 49-year-old man was dead in his
wheelchair; we started two IVs on him before I noticed that in
his sunken eyes his pupils were fixed and dilated. We swabbed
his mouth and nose with bleach, tied his hands and then he
was removed for immediate burial. A pregnant woman survived after presenting minutes away from death, but later I
couldn’t hear a foetal heart, and overnight she delivered her
stillbirth. An elderly woman came in but her heart could not
Spiritan / Spring 2011
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stand the rehydration and after a half litre or so she went into
heart failure. She died that night. I do not know if my order
for morphine to ease her suffering was carried out.

Daily miracles
A pregnant woman who was diabetic came to hospital for her
planned Caesarean Section and was sent over to the treatment
center because she had a little loose stool. She had taken
insulin at home in the hills around Milot but had run out days
before. We had no blood pressure cuff but we could find a
glucose meter. Her blood sugars were still normal. In Canada
her sugars would have been uncontrolled by then; in Haiti
she hadn’t eaten. God provides strangely. When I realized
she didn’t have cholera I tried to isolate her from the other
patients, but it was too late. She developed severe disease and
came back, but we treated early and she and her baby survived.
There are two reasons why I still deliver babies; one is
handing a newborn to mom, but the other is letting mom hear
the baby’s heartbeat within her, not a digitally generated ultrasound noise but the real thing. That mom’s smile lit the room.
A young man brought his girlfriend in when she became ill.
During the exam, I discovered she was pregnant, and far

attempt at praise. What could be said? How to describe that
last day, that last evening, but with silence?
It was mid-afternoon when I heard his voice from Salle C.
He was a teenager. Quietly and weakly and to no one he kept
repeating the same phrase. “Timoun nan chen se pitit la,
Bondye. Timoun nan chen se pitit la, Bondye.” “The child dog
is the son, God.” He was mad and his name was Frantz, which
means freeman. His voice was dry and cracked as I set up his
intravenous lines. His father stood quietly, an older man with
a greying beard who smiled at me. The smile of a good father
used to making apologies for his son in a harsh world. I ran
over to do a days’ work in Salle B: no one had come over to
help there.

The voice of my own son

As I finished work Frantz’s phrase became loud and sonorous.
Exhausted, I was drawn to it: it was the voice of my own son,
Michael, my tall, slow, child of God, 16 year old son Michael,
who spoke in the same loudly disconnected way.
It became quiet. The afternoon was giving way to darkness
in the courtyard. Families who used it as a social place were
leaving. A few remained behind to care for their relatives. The
light outside was turning grey, and the
gloom was pierced by the bright yellow
lights we used in the Salles to shine on
After returning home to Canada it was impossible not
patients and warm them.
His voice became stronger. He repeated
to stare blankly at the people who asked us about it.
the
same phrase over and over again. His
I cut off any attempt at praise. What could be said?
father was attentive to him, but we knew
no one would sleep in the Salle that night.
I asked Erin for a sedative to be brought
enough along that they both heard the baby’s heart. Fleeting
from the pharmacy and Sister Patrice brought it to me. There
smiles all round.
was no real help for his madness. I pushed the needle into the
Erin helped in Salle C. She replaced IV fluids and then kept
line and slowly depressed the plunger.
encouraging patients to drink the oral rehydration solution we
And in that awful moment between his fragmented thought
supplemented the Ringer’ Lactate with. But as a masters stuand sleep, lucidly he looked at me with Michael’s blue eyes in
dent in neuroscience her joy was finding the improvised pharhis glazing brown, and with Michael’s voice, “Merci, Monmacy and ruling it. Her love for lab work shone. It was a
sieur… bon nuit… Monsieur… merci…” I looked out through
rough introduction to applied science, but she carried it off
the opening in the wall to the darkening courtyard where the
beautifully.
yellow light dissolved to vague shadows.
I enjoyed treating the elderly most. There aren’t many in
Merci for pushing a drug that would take him away for a
Haiti as life expectancy is short. Many had high blood pressure
few hours only to return still mad in that madness. In that yelbut didn’t have any medicines to take for it. They survived in
low clarity, did he understand what I could not: Haiti and all
part because they had higher blood pressures to start with.
its suffering? Is that all I could do, the reason that Providence
Peter and Keira in the paediatric Salle had a tough time.
put me there? Relieve suffering poorly, treat shabbily, but
Nearly every child was malnourished, short statured and
know a father’s failure: all for nothing, because in the morning
anaemic. Peter learned to puff their bellies out a bit with a little
I would be gone and cholera would remain?
extra fluid before sending them home to the hills around Milot.
And now when I think of Haiti, I smell Clorox and rubber,
Keira was sunshine and smiles and help to all the children.
my hands feel dry and cracked, I taste bleach in sweat, I smell
cholera, I see yellow lights weaken in gloomy courtyards, and
Good Night, Monsieur, and Merci and Michael, and bon nuit
Our last day
and good night in glazing brown blue eyes… and good night…
After returning home to Canada it was impossible not to stare
and good night. n
blankly at the people who asked us about it. I cut off any
14
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high school chaplain

The more I can share,
the more
effective
I can be
Obinna Ifeanyi CSSp

believe my ministry as Chaplain is very significant. On
paper my primary assignment is to be a teacher. I teach two
periods each day and do chaplaincy work for one period.
Three of us teachers constitute the chaplaincy team. We try to
be available at different times. We also have cookies and soft
drinks available in the chaplaincy area to make students feel
welcome. Occasionally I get lunch for them: in this way, “I can
take them out for lunch and a chat.”

Retreats
Grade 9 — The week before the Grade 9s arrive in high
school we have a three-day Orientation Camp for them. This
time together helps them to get to know one another, to get
connected. We celebrate Mass. We put the new students in
touch with the history of the school and with the Spiritans
who have been part of that history.
A Teaching Mass is also part of the Grade 9 chaplaincy
program. School Masses are celebrated in the gym (“The gym?
That’s where I play basketball!”). We have received some
money from the Spiritans to buy religious banners to hang
from ceiling to floor, so as to transform the gym into a sacred
space.
Grade 10 — The Grade 10 Retreat has a Christ-centred focus.
Their religion textbook Christ and Culture speaks of Christ in
a way that relates to teens: Christ is my hero. Although the
content is Jesus, I find it is not sufficiently Christ-centred. As
followers of Jesus they need a deeper foundation.
In order to align the Grade 10 retreat with this focus on
Christ we hope to work with the NET ministries of Canada —
Spiritan / Spring 2011
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young adult missionaries who proclaim the gospel of Christ to
thousands of teens across Canada and the U.S.
Grade 11 — The Grade 11 religion course is based on World
Religions as is the retreat with the Scarboro Missions team.
The team leaders are two former VICS members Kathy
Murtha and Katie Marshall Flaherty. They have developed a
very influential retreat for High School students featuring the
Golden Rule as understood in each of thirteen world religions.
Grade 12 — In their last year at Neil we introduce the students to a four day Kairos Retreat. It enables them to know
better who they are and what they are going to do next. It
gives them an opportunity to discuss their life and their future
with their fellow students. Many of them have carried some
heavy baggage through all four years in High School … family
problems, personal struggles, economic situations.
Fellow students who have had issues with each other only
now begin to understand why this was so. They feel bad for
not having been more understanding prior to Grade 12. We
are happy to give them the gift of discovering themselves and
each other before they leave Neil. In my homily at the closing
Mass I share my story with them. Their reaction? “Wow! We
didn’t know that about you.”

Personal disclosure
The more I can share my life, my faith, my hopes, my discouragements in my homilies, the more effective I can be as a
Chaplain. Connecting religion and life, the gospels and life,
Jesus and life is what really counts. I tell them my family story,
my struggles to be a priest.
Sometimes I ask another teacher to give the homily. He or
she tells them how their life has been and how it is now as a
teacher. The students see their teachers in a new light. This
gives them courage to open up about their own
life and share it with others.
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One student
This year we discovered that one student and his mother had
been living “outside” for many months — no permanent
address, sometimes here, sometimes there, looking for a place to
stay. He had told only one teacher what he was going through.
When his Mom told me, I asked myself, “How do I get a
home for this family, sleeping here this week, someplace else
next week?” Here was an opportunity for me as Chaplain to
help a family outside of school.

As priest/chaplain my job is to attend to
the spiritual problems and issues of the
students: “Can I talk to Father about this?”

Other student issues
“You must go to church. You must say your prayers. You
must obey.” Back home in Africa that would work, but not
here in Canada where teenagers turn off all these religious
‘musts.’ Some of them say, “I am spiritual, but I am not religious.” I disagree with this.
They are open to, but are they connected to God? They are
connected to the media, their iPods, their cell phones, their
celebrities. To God? No. They struggle with faith and question
it: “If I cannot experience it, it does not exist.” My challenge
to them is, “Why do you believe all you see on TV?” I try to get
them to see the Jesus of history. Jesus really existed — it’s not a
story invented by some early Christians.
In many cases, Chaplaincy work is first evangelization —
missionary work. Yes, they have been through the full initiation
process: Baptism, Reconciliation, Eucharist, Confirmation. But
it is like “all this happened to me but I have no connection to
it.” I call my work “re-evangelization”: battling to give them a
new insight, to reconnect them to their religion.

Teens and family

I challenge the Canadian Spiritans

When they have individual struggles, they want to discuss them
with a person to whom they are connected — a teacher, a youth
worker, a social worker, a chaplain. Very seldom do they want
that person to inform their family, or to report to an agency.
But such discussions inevitably involve the family. When
they do, the question arises — how to bring about that
involvement? A formal meeting at school is not always the
best solution. I would prefer to drive to the family home and
sit down together with them. I could also drive a student
home if our discussion goes late into the afternoon. But the
school board contract doesn’t cover such situations. It doesn’t
allow me to visit students at home. But I have to put my conscience into my ministry. Being a Chaplain is not just about
being a teacher.
To understand the teenager you must understand the family.
There are parents who want their son in a Catholic school, but
have no connection to or interest in the church. It’s a struggle.

What brought the Spiritans to Toronto? Answer —
to open Neil McNeil and become involved in Catholic
education. The moment we step away from that, we lose
our raison d’etre. We give up the school, we give up
Laval House — we give up who we are.
The diocesan priests were ordained for parishes. That
leaves the church with a problem in the area of youth.
Are we — the church as a whole and religious communities in particular — walking away from one of our
responsibilities? Have we finally given up on the schools
because of the challenges they present today? In the
history of the church religious communities have run so
many schools, have really done a great job. The Church
used us to evangelize youth. The moment we leave that
space it remains unoccupied.
Coming from Nigeria I have a special interest in
education. Remember Bishop Shanahan. Because of
him and the Spiritans who succeeded him, education is
admired, even adored in my country.
So I challenge my fellow Spiritans: “What brought
you here? What did you do when you came here sixty
years ago? You opened Neil McNeil High School. This is
our identity. This is who we are as Spiritans of the
TransCanada Province. We give that up — and we give
up who we are.”
— Obinna Ifeanyi CSSp

Priest image
Will they talk to a priest? “I don’t want to share my private
stuff with a priest — someone I don’t really know.” Their
image of a priest is someone who says Mass in a church.
That’s all. But I show up in the school as Father Obinna, who
is with them in the classroom as their teacher. Even so, it
takes a long time to get something out of them. But when you
keep working with them they discover you in a different way
and begin to open up. One benefit of being a classroom
teacher is that as they get to know you in that role, they trust
you and feel able to tell you what they want to say.

Family-school-church triangle
The ideal family-school-church triangle exists on paper, but in
reality church has little or no connection with the majority of
families. Most Catholic families do not go to church. Church
runs away from youth.
None of the seven sacraments is special to high school in
the way that First Reconciliation, First Communion and Confirmation are associated with elementary schools. As teenagers
there is nothing to make them go to church. Even most of the
incoming Grade 9s have not been to church in a long time.
Suppose we left Confirmation to Grade 9 or Grade 10? We
would have something in place for High School. Currently as
church we have abandoned youth — we have no “connection”
to them. We need to structure something for today’s teenagers.
When I teach the seven sacraments I bring in the vestments,
the water, wine, oil, hosts, candles, rings used in the various rituals. I divide the class into seven groups each of which works
on a particular sacrament and then reenacts it for the class.
We discuss what we have seen and heard. “I’ve been baptized, I’ve been to confession, I’ve received communion, I’ve
been confirmed — but I did it because the class was doing it
… because my Mom took me there.”

I say a school Mass five or six times a year. After each Mass
(or class), if I get one student to say, “Father, what you said
today made sense to me” — that’s fine by me. I’m quite happy.
Faith is questioned every day in Catholic high schools. They
challenge why they have to believe all this “stuff”?
There is the Jesus of history — they know there was this
man Jesus Christ who existed way back then; it’s not a story
invented by some early Christians But then comes the challenging question — how have his followers lived since then?
Where is the Christ of faith today?
Celebrities define their life — teenagers connect with them,
wear their T-shirts and emblems — even their rosaries. From
time to time religious symbols become fashion statements —
a T-shirt with Our Lady on the front, a rosary beads used as a
necklace … Some teachers tell them they shouldn’t wear
these. I say, “Leave them — and explain what they really are.”

Teaching — profession or vocation?
That was a question put to us in the Faculty of Education. The
majority of student teachers answered profession: follow the
law, the rules and the buzzer: that’s it, time to leave school,
I’m out of here. I gave my opinion: “Teaching is a vocational
profession” — a call to work with kids, not just a job that
makes money. Many teachers go the extra mile to help a kid.
They see teaching as a vocation. n
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Meditation

An Easter-Pentecost
way of life
Oliver Iwuchukwu CSSp

M

any people’s favorite Easter story is the one in
Luke’s gospel where Jesus joins two downcast disciples on their way home from Jerusalem after all that
had happened there. He listens to their tale of woe, joins them
for an evening meal and then uncovers who he is: he takes the
bread, says the blessing, breaks that bread and gives it to
them. “Then their eyes were opened and they recognized
him.” (Lk. 24:31)
We recall that a blind man had once approached Jesus with
a request: “Lord that I may see.” This man wanted his eyesight
restored. Without knowing it, he had touched on a core component of Jesus’ mission: opening people’s eyes. But it turned
out to be easier to give new sight to the blind than to open the
eyes of his disciples.
Seeing is believing, though not always. “Blessed are they
who have not seen and yet have believed,” was Jesus’ answer
to Thomas a week after Easter Sunday. Seeing is understanding — inner sight, insight.

Seeing rightly
There is eyesight; and then there is insight. Eyesight sees the
contours, the surfaces, the shapes of things and people. Insight
probes the heart of the matter — what lies beneath the
surface. Saint Exupery’s Little Prince gives some good advice:
“It is only with the heart that one can see rightly. What is
essential is invisible to the eye.”
What we see depends on our eyesight/insight and, more
importantly perhaps, on our disposition, on what we are looking for. In the house of Simon the Pharisee, Jesus asked Simon
a question: “Simon, do you see this woman?” “Of course I see
her. She’s a prostitute,” was Simon’s unspoken answer. Looking at this woman, Simon saw a sinner. Jesus, on the other
hand, saw a woman who had messed up her life now trying to
turn that life around. Jesus saw in her the person Simon failed
to see. Jesus challenged Simon to look beneath the surface,
and not just at her outward appearance.
Our ideas of others may well prevent us from seeing them
as they really are. Jesus’ way of seeing takes us beyond outward appearances to a person’s inner being. That “prostitute”
18
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has the same humanity as us. This new way of seeing goes
hand in hand with a new way of living: from Jesus’ point of
view everybody is my neighbor.

The Spirit and the early Christian community
In the Easter-Pentecost readings, we see how bit-by-bit the followers of Jesus created the way of life he talked about. Before
he died he had said to the Father: “I have finished the work
you gave me to do.” It would be up to his student-disciples to
put into practice what they had learned from the Master. He
was ready to move on and to hand the work over to them. We
can hear Jesus saying, “I know they’re not the best, but I trust
them.”
But they wouldn’t be fully ready until “they had received
power from on high.” Only then would they become instruments in the hands of the Holy Spirit. “You will be given what
to say,” he promised them. “The Spirit of your Father will be
speaking through you.” But for that to happen they should wait
together, listening in silence and in prayer. How necessary that
is for anyone who would speak in the name of the risen Lord.
A miraculous transformation occurred at Pentecost. These
people came out from behind bolted doors and “spoke in
tongues” — they overcame the confusion of Babel, they broke
down the boundaries between people as they found themselves able to speak to others in a language they could understand. They became effective communicators and some of
them influential leaders.
The Spirit of the Risen Christ, the Holy Spirit, became their
inspiring, guiding spirit. They became instruments in the hands
of the Holy Spirit. Some people, like Simon the magician, tried
to buy the power of the Holy Spirit. But it wasn’t for sale.
Simon was told that this power comes when we are willing to
be led by the Spirit, when we repent and change our ways.

The Good News proclaimed
The mandate of the Risen Christ was, “Go, make disciples of
all nations. Teach them to observe all the commandments as I
taught you.” Turn the world into a family governed by one law
— the law of love. “Love your neighbor as I have loved you”
— a radically new commandment different from the “Love
your neighbor as yourself” of the Old Testament. They gave
this mandate their whole-hearted attention.
Their message was a simple message with little or no ambiguity: Jesus of Nazareth is the Messiah. He was rejected, crucified and buried. But he rose from the dead. “Jesus is Lord.” So
— repent, believe in Jesus and join the community of believers. A simple message, in simple terms, for simple-minded
people. No litany of dogmas or creeds. They were not concerned with the theological problems that later engaged the
Church’s attention: relations between the Three Persons of the
Trinity, the Real Presence of Christ in the Eucharist, whether
infants who died without baptism were saved, whether Mary
died and/or was assumed into heaven, etc.

The doctrines and dogmas formulated in response to these
issues would eventually contribute to the break-up of Christians
into different “denominations”. An unfortunate development in
a movement founded on the law of love. Anthony De Mello has
a joke which underscores the ugly side of this development.
A little girl asked a little boy: “Are you a Presbyterian?” And he
answers: “No, we belong to another abomination.”

The disruptive Spirit
Before Jesus ascended into heaven, he told his followers to
stay in Jerusalem until they received power from above. Then
they were to fan out across the Mediterranean Sea north and
west. The Spirit made this possible by not allowing them the
comfort of a settled life in a secure environment. “I want Paul
and Barnabas for another assignment,” the Spirit told the
community in Antioch. The best-laid plans were disrupted.
What stands out about those first followers of the Way was
an unshakeable reliance on the guidance of the Spirit and the
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miraculous transformation it worked in ordinary people. They
were willing to take risks, to go elsewhere, even if unsure what
the future had in store for them.

gregation. Our General Chapter politics testify to underlying
conflicts.

Followers of the Way today
Christianity as a way of life
Jesus had spoken of himself as “The Way”. His small group of
followers and their successors followed his way of life. The
movement begun by Jesus and his group came to be known as
The Followers of the Way. A new community was born — an
ingathering of people led by the Spirit and determined to live
the gospel of love.
Luke describes this community in glowing terms: “The
whole group of those who believed were of one heart and
soul, and no one claimed private ownership of any possessions, but everything they owned was held in common. There
was not a needy person among them, for as many as owned
lands or houses sold them and brought the proceeds of what
was sold.” (Acts 4:32). From this description we get our
Spiritan motto, Cor unum et anima una: One Heart and
One Soul.
Are we too idealistic? Are we dealing with a community of
angels? The answer, of course, is “No.” Some chapters later
we hear of the Greek-speaking members (the Hellenists)
complaining that their widows were being neglected in the
daily distribution of food. Later we find Paul and Apollos in
Corinth, Greece, struggling to install a regime of love — an
early Christian experiment that fell far short of the ideal. So all
was not perfect. There were internal problems.
In a way, we are in continuity with these early Christians
and their communities. The more international we get, the
more difficult it becomes to cater to the different cultures,
nations and continents that make up the one Spiritan Con-

Exercising our faith
It’s 7:30 a.m. on 2nd February, and we gather near Laval
chapel so that Father Nicetas Kyara CSSp can bless our
candles. We start the procession singing Walk in the Light
— the light of our candles, the early sunlight in a cloudless
blue sky and our song in harmony joined by the birds and
our drum.
We exercise our Faith.
Faith is like a muscle and needs daily exercise. When I
fractured my elbow playing rugby on the Under 13s in 1946
in St Mary’s College, Dublin, the doctor took off the plaster
and said, “You need to exercise it daily.” Like Faith.
Seeing is believing. We can’t see Faith, but my Faith is
strengthened as I walk with 3 CSSp Novices from Tanzania,
3 Kenyans, and Roco from Uganda.
Mary is presenting her baby Jesus in the temple and let’s
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It can be a gift to see ourselves through the eyes of others.
Nietzsche wrote of Christianity: “In reality there has only
been one Christian, and he died on the Cross … These Christians say they are redeemed, but they do not live like the
redeemed.” Perhaps he means that we still prefer the old law:
“An eye for an eye”.
Gandhi was drawn to Jesus but not attracted to Christianity: “I like your Christ. I do not like your Christians. Your
Christians are so unlike your Christ.”
Some of our critics say that Jesus would disown so many
things done in the name of Christianity. Some, for example,
wonder why we spend so much time and money canonizing
the dead instead of attending to the needs of the wretched of
the earth.
The creative ones see the wind of change sweeping across
the Catholic world [a new Pentecost] as an invitation to soulsearching, and a pointer to a new way of being Church.
The Catholic world is on the move. We continue to be a pilgrim people — followers of a God who is at work making all
things new, and who invites us into what lies ahead. We question. What is the Spirit calling us to? We listen to what God is
making of us, demanding of us, and where God is leading us.
We are meant to be “followers” of God wherever he leads us.
After all, it is God’s work that we do, and God’s love that we
share. We seek answers in prayer. Only if we listen can we see
where he is leading us.
Now more than ever, ours should be the prayer of the
blind: “Lord, that we may see.” n

Austin Healy CSSp, Tanzania
pray that our seven Novices will present themselves for First
Profession in June.
As we offer ourselves and our gifts we sing, “Father, we
adore you, Lay our lives before you.”
For breakfast we have porridge made from millet and
groundnuts. It’s c-o-l-d in the house up here on Lushoto
Mountain!
We drive up another mountain to the Lutheran Biodiversity Reserve in Irente where we enjoy a scenic picnic of
chicken, vegetable and “spuds” from our own farm. Our
Novices work hard and cheerfully on our farm to be selfsupporting.
We have a newly built carpentry shop and drying shed
just waiting for help to put in light and water. A word is as
good as a wink!! n

VICS: Ethiopia

The market report
Willa Suntjens
Former VICS volunteers Cliff and Willa Suntjens return to Wolisso, Ethiopia

love Market Day in Wolisso! The streets are teeming with life
and the market offers sights, sounds and smells that titillate
the senses. I take mental pictures non-stop and wish I could
develop them all into prints or a video so that I could press
“Replay” whenever I want to show others what it is like.
Saturday is “big market” day in Wolisso. On our second
weekend there Cliff and I walked across town to the market. It
was just as we remembered — noisy, dusty, boisterous and
crawling with people — only so much bigger. We wanted to
find our young friend, Mimi, who sold tomatoes there. We
had met her in 2005 when she was an adolescent orphan
raising several siblings on her own. Since then some friends
and we have been sending her support money so that her family can go to school. Mimi, now about twenty-two years of age,
proudly attends Grade 6 at night school.
After wandering through the throngs for several minutes
without a glimpse of her, we were approached by a little girl
who took my hand and said “Mimi?” She was a neighbour of
Mimi’s and had recognized us from our past visits. It wasn’t
hard for her to notice us — the only white-skinned individuals
amidst thousands of dark-skinned people and several inches
taller than most!

Meeting Mimi again
As she led us through the maze of stalls and vendors, we met a
couple of ladies from Gagure Bora, the community where Cliff
used to work. They were thrilled to see us back and hugged
and kissed us with great feeling. We found Mimi squatting
under a bit of tattered tarpaulin with some other women, her
neat pyramids of tomatoes set in front of her. She ushered me
graciously into a sliver of shade and indicated a sack of something I should sit on.
Soon there were rows five-six people thick trying to catch a
glimpse of Cliff and me as we chatted with Mimi and one of
her younger sisters. Some of the merchants around me were
holding up their tomatoes, trying to convince me to buy their
produce. But we wanted to buy from Mimi. I purchased two
piles of tomatoes for two birr (about thirty cents per pile) and
one pile of her onions (the tiniest I’ve ever seen next to the
pickling variety). After this transaction was completed, we
pushed through the crowd with her to where one of her
brothers was selling tall sugar cane sticks. His face lit up when

he saw us and after warm greetings, he chopped off a generous length of cane and indicated that it was a gift for us.

“My donkey”
We continued on to the pottery section of the market where
many of the women from Gagure Bora sell their wares (they
are descended from a tribe noted for working with clay).
Again we were greeted with great joy by several of the vendors
who knew us. Then it was off to another vegetable section to
find some cabbage and sweet potatoes.
Mimi watched as I loaded the vegetables into the pack on
Cliff’s back. “My donkey,” I told her. She laughed with great
delight and then translated to the women sitting around us
who all joined in the laughter. If a family cannot afford a beast
of burden in this country, the women take on the role, so they
could see real humour in my comment.
Most of the market people walk for miles from the surrounding countryside either carrying heavy loads themselves or
following their trusty donkeys. They get up at dawn, pack up
their wares, trek in, and spend hours sitting outside through all
kinds of weather — the wind, heat and dust of the dry season
or the cold, damp and muck of the wet season. Then at the end
of the day, they repeat the whole process in reverse.
How much money do they earn for all their efforts? The
majority are getting only 1-2 birr (6-10 cents) per sale. What
meager profit do they make after deducting their own costs?
Whenever I visit the market I always return home feeling
very humble. It reminds me of how privileged I am to lead the
life that I do. n
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food for thought

The missionary does not go to other people as someone superior,
as someone who can do things for them, as someone who knows
their needs and problems and has all the answers to their questions
and desires. (S)he goes as someone who loves people, and wants
to be of service.
Brian O’Toole CSSp

Missionaries are not saints.
They are human beings, with
flaws, who are struggling
sometimes to perform saintly
acts. They annoy, they agitate,
they push boundaries and they
don’t like resting on their laurels.
Joe Humphrey, God’s Entrepreneurs

For those with an eye to see,
experience shows that the
people who truly reflect the
essence of Jesus can come
from all religious backgrounds
(including non-Christian) and
none. Such people are most
often to be found selflessly
labouring among life’s
casualties.
Brian O’Toole CSSp

The missionary serves real
needs and must spend time
with people, listening to them,
sharing their life and their
situation, entering into their
mentality, traditions, ways of
living, thinking and acting.
Brian O’Toole CSSp
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Once upon a time the father of
a poor family had saved up
enough to buy a piece of land
of their own. He walked their
new property and noticed
something sticking out of a
bush. He bent and scratched
at the clay and soon dug up a
body and a crucifix. The hands
and arms were missing, the feet
and legs too. He picked it up,
carried it back to the house and
laid it on their kitchen table.
He told his family where he had
found it.
What should they do? Take it
to the church and give it to the
priest? Bury it again?
Finally the youngest spoke:
“Why don’t we hang it on the
kitchen wall and put a sign
underneath it?”
“What sign?” asked the
father.
And the youngest told them.
There was a long silence.
Then they hung the torso with
care on the whitewashed wall of
the kitchen and tacked a small
piece of paper underneath.
It read: “Jesus has no arms or
legs. Will you lend him yours?”

home and away

Farewell Father Ted Colleton 1913 – 2011
To reach the age of 97 is itself an achievement. But to
get there full of accomplishments in two vastly different countries on two continents is all the more
striking. Fr Ted Colleton left behind a series of
stands in favour of causes he believed in.
In Kenya he was declared “an undesirable
alien” by President Jomo Kenyatta and put on the
next plane home to Ireland. In Toronto, he went
to jail rather than back down.
The Kenyan expulsion came about when he was
deeply upset at the disparaging way the President talked
about the missionaries, who in Ted’s eyes laid the foundation
of education in Kenya. So Ted wrote a personal letter resenting the President’s “offensive references”. He delivered it
through Mr. Kenyatta’s mother-in-law, one of his parishioners.
Next morning the cook came into his room. “Father, the
Provincial Commissioner is outside and wants to see you.”
About 3:00 p.m. the cook came in again. “Father, the police
are here.” Ted packed pyjamas, shaving gear and a Bible in a
small bag and went with him. An evening visit from the Minister for External Affairs: deportation. “After 30 years in Kenya I
am leaving. I am taking with me my pyjamas, a shaving set and

a Bible. I hope everyone who comes to your country
puts in as much and takes out as little. Good night.”
In Canada Fr Ted devoted a great deal of his
time to working for the unborn with Birthright,
Right to Life and Campaign Life Coalition.
“Having preached and talked and written about
the evil of abortion, I felt I had to take direct
action.” He put a padlock on the rear gate through
which the women and girls entered the Morgentaler
premises in Toronto — the first of at least a dozen
arrests and four trials. One of these resulted in six weeks
in the Mimico Correctional Centre. His writings about life in
prison were graphic, unsettling, stomach-turning.
Fr Ted’s last years — what he called the Final Stretch —
were spent in a wheel chair: “If it is the Good Lord’s will that
I take refuge in a wheel chair, I shall still be able to pray. And
I have a lot of praying to make up! … I want to affirm this
fact: if I had another life to live — I’D DO IT AGAIN!”
An extended tribute to the person, life and accomplishments of
Father Ted Colleton will be published in the Summer edition
of Spiritan.

Neil McNeil “old timers” — students in the school from 1959-1964 —
joined former members of staff to recall and celebrate their founding
Principal, Fr Michael Troy CSSp, at a Mass and reception in Our Lady of
Fatima Church, Toronto, to mark the first anniversary of his death.
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Chalice
Cupped hands —
in yours, Potter,
I am like not putty
but dry vessel urn;
big cracked clay pot.
Exploring the old root —
“sincere” from “no wax”,
fissureless earthen wine-bowls
with nothing in the faultlines; true and whole —
I trace my own raised scars.
Yet the more blood-red vintages
the goblet holds, the more chances
of chips, puzzling hair-lines,
jutted equators.
And me, split
down the jagged rift,
(a clearer break
than others’ chipped armour, indented)
trying to imagine
how love
seeps in, if not
through the cracks.
— Kate Marshall Flaherty

